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lack  of  any  angle  on  the  incident.  The  man's 
suicide  ended  any  possibility  of  a  trial  and  thus 
a  point  of  law.  The  incident  had  no  continued 
effect.  The  killer  was  not  loose,  nor  would  his 
victims  continue  to  suffer.  The  killer  also  had 
no  affiliation  or  support.  He  was  not  a  member 
of  a  group  that  sanctioned  his  attack  nor  did  he 
have  any  accomplices.  There  was  no  one  who 
was  pro-massacre  after  the  fact.  The  keystone 
of  this  list  of  reasons  is  the  fact  that  the  event, 
like  the  killer  himself,  was  isolated:  it  stood 
alone.  It  cannot  be  tied  to  other  crimes  against 
women  (rape,  battery  etc..)  despite  some 
feminist  claims  to  the  contrary.  The  incident 
belongs  to  psychology  textbooks,  not  pamphlets 
on  rape.  The  killer  was  insane.  This  outrage 
was  not  tied  to  outherd  more  frequent  anti- 
female  crimes.  It  was  not  an  exceptional  case 
of  rape,  or  assault  or  wife  battery.  It  was  a 
mass  murder.  Period.  It  also  was  unattached 
to  any  other  murders.  Mass  murders  are  rare 
and  deserve  to  be  treated  as  tragic  curiosities 
not  national  crises.  The  incident  had  no  depth 
to  it.  It  was  simple,  short,  isolated,  brutal,  and 
tragic.  The  attention  it  got  should  have 
stopped  at  that. 

The  manipulation  of  this  incident  by  the 
media,  politics  and  interests  is  worse  than  the 
outpouring  of  public  sympathy  because  these 
people's  jobs  is  to  find  significant  events  and 
react  to  them.  Dor6  and  Mulroney  lost  no  time 
to  associate  their  names  with  such  a  non- 
partisan issue.  Why?  Does  legislation  need  to 
be  enacted?  Can  anything  be  done?  Can 
another  mass  murder  be  stopped?  Do  they 
really  have  any  official  function  to  perform? 
The  lobby  groups  also  had  a  hayday.  Guns 
must  be  banned.  Feminists  must  be 
sympathized  with.  Has  anything  really 
changed?  To  me  it  is  an  indication  of  how 
unstable  we  are  that  we  can  be  so  easily 
rattled  by  one  madman.  The  media  also 
attached  undue  significance  to  the  event. 
Interviews,  play  by  plays,  and  hypotheses  were 
the  subject  of  news  programs  for  four  days 
afterward.  The  press  and  the  legal  systems 
(i.e.  politicians  and  lobbyists)  should  react  to 
trends  with  universal  implications.  Knee  jerk 
reactions  create  narrow  minded  laws  and 
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Last  December  fourteen  people  were 
killed  by  a  man  who  entered  their  school  and 
shot  them  with  a  Ruger  mini-14.  It  strikes  me 
that  the  public  outcry  and  the  resultant  ripples 
in  the  media,  politics  and  lobby  groups  was,  to 
say  the  least,  out  of  proportion  with  the  scale 
of  this  incident.  The  incident  was  not  worthy 
of  all  this  attention  for  two  reasons:  that  the 
grief  generated  by  the  incident  should  be 
private,  not  public,  and  that  the  incident  itself 
had  no  universal  significance:  it  was  one 
dimensional.  Needless  to  say  this  is  an 
unpopular  position.  If  the  reader  forgot  the 
hype,  the  emotions,  and  the  event's  seeming 
significance  due  to  its  being  the  third  biggest 
mass  murder  in  North  America  and  examined 
the  facts  and  the  principles  he  really  believes 
in,  I  am  sure  he  would  see  my  point. 

First  off,  let's  look  at  the  public  attitude: 
grief.  In  Montreal,  in  Canada,  in  the  world 
^strangers  die  everyday.  They  die  tragically, 
"unnecessarily  and  in  groups.  The  case  can  be 
made  that  the  world's  agonies  should  be  a 
concern  for  all  of  us.  The  fact  remains, 
however,  that  one  should  not  be  deeply  moved 
by  strangers'  deaths.  When  the  incident  moves 
closer  to  home,  when  tragedy  rears  its  ugly 
head  and  when  greater  numbers  are  involved, 
people  seem  to  lose  their  heads.  The  death  of 
fourteen  women  has  been  the  birth  of  the  mass 
man.  Why  should  people  mourn  the  deaths  of 
strangers?  Mourning  is  the  sacred  preserve  of 
family  and  friends.  Mass  funerals  to  me  are 
for  those  unfortunates  who  have  been  deprived 
of  identity  through  war  or  natural  disaster. 
Ten  of  the  fourteen  families  opted  for  such  a 
ceremony.  Why?  If  I  had  been  in  their  place,  I 
would  have  guarded  my  right  jealously.  The 
surrender  of  these  families  to  the  mass  man, 
the  surrender  of  individuals  to  the  belief  that 
this  event  had  some  profound  significance  is  an 
indication  of  the  level  to  which  we  have 
3tooped  to  create  feelings  of  belonging. 

The  more  important  point  especially  as 
regards  politics,  lobbyists  and  the  media  is  the 
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coverage. 

Like  some  modern  O.K.  Corral  the 
University  of  Montreal  massacre  caught  the 
imagination  of  the  public.  Like  O.K.  Corral,  it 
has  no  real  meaning.  It  will  not  be  the  center 
of  future  debates  or  projects.  Like  the  Ellen 
Jamesians  in  The  World  According  to  Gam. 
the  people  who  really  believed  in  their  cause  in 
a  few  years  if  one  were  to  ask  a  now-grieving 
individual  what  the  long-term  significance  of 
this  event  was,  there  would  be  a  pause.  Even 
then  the  answer  would  be  a  long  time  coming. 

David  Price 


ESSAYS 


Healthy  Living  ? 

In  the  last  couple  of  years  a  dreaded  new 
sub-species  of  the  human  race  has  been  bred. 
Members  of  this  species  are  conditioned  to  act 
fanatically  and  spread  propaganda.  They  live 
in  a  and  around  super-markets  and  other  food 
stores  where  they  attack  unsuspecting 
passersby.  They  are  the  Health-Food  Junkies. 
Day  in  and  day  out  they  whine  about 
preservatives  and  pesticides.  They  preach 
about  fibre  and  "biologically"  grown  food,  and 
worst  of  all,  their  number  is  growing 
exponentially. 

In  fact,  they  already  control  the 
marketing  divisions  of  most  major  food 
distributors.  In  their  new  positions  of  power, 
the  Health-Food  Junkies  every  once  in  awhile 
that  a  Health  Scare  would  do  us  all  good.  So 
they  dredged  up  the  little  known  though  often 
used  oat  bran,  and  it  became  the  champion  of 
health.  It  was  now  necessary  to  find  a 
substance  nefarious  enough  to  face  Bran-man: 
cholesterol. 

Daily  the  two  super-substances  square 
off  on  television,  in  the  papers,  and  in  the 
stores.  Since  the  beginning  of  the  Health- 
Scare,  food  has  changed  entirely.  Almost 
everything  we  buy  is  labelled  "Now  with  OAT 
BRAN"  or  "CHOLESTEROL  free."    Foods 


'which  never  had  cholesterol  to  start  out  with 

now  proudly  bear  the  sign  "Now  no 
CHOLESTEROL"  while  products  which  have 
always  contained  oat  bran  (Quaker  Oats)  now . 
sport  emblems  which  state  "Contains  Oat 
Bran."  Almost  every  foodstuff  now  carries  one 
of  these  two  slogans. 

Worse  yet,  new  versions  of  familiar  foods 
are  being  created  with  OAT  BRAN.  Oat  Bran 
muffins  were  a  big  hit  when  they  first  came 
out — until  someone  discovered  that  many  oat 
bran  muffins  contained  more  calories  than  a 
chocolate  6clair.  Oat  bran  mania  has  gotten  so 
far  out  of  hand  that  a  recent  survey  indicated 
that  almost  half  of  all  Pepsi  drinkers  would 
switch  to  Coke  if  it  contained  oat  bran. 

Since  its  advent,  the  era  of  the  Health- 
Food  Junky  has  only  increased  the  confusion 
which  dominates  most  grocery  shopping.  The 
consumer  was  in  the  process  of  establishing 
the  honest  labelling  of  products,  but  now  we 
are  yet  again  faced  with  labels  which  are  both 
confusing  and  misleading. 

Prosanto  Chaudhury 


Sucks  to  the  Safety  Generation 

by  Warren  Valdmanis 
(feeling  a  bit  like  Winston  Smith) 

A  battle  between  the  heroin  pushers  of 
the  Bronx  and  Nancy  Reagan's  horde  of  Safety 
Generation  puritans  was  fought  on  Selwyn  turf 
a  few  weeks  ago  when  we  were  visited  by  the 
high-tech,  anti-drug  Multi-Media  Telescreens. 
Selwyn  students  were  exposed  to  the  kind  of 
indoctrination  we  read  about  in  books  like 
Brave  New  World  and  Nineteen  Eightv-Four. 
but  never  expect  to  be  faced  with.  The  tragedy 
is  that  despite  many  Orwellian  warnings,  most 
Selwyn  students  don't  recognize  their 
impending  doom  as  individuals. 

The  presentation,  evoking  images  of  a 
Brave   New   World    "feely",    included   all 
ingredients  necessary  to  make  thought 
impossible:  loud  Bobby  Brown  music  (?),  bright g 
flashing  lights,  rock  video  footage,  sloganized" 
stupidities,  and  sob  stories.    Key  members  of 
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the  Junior  Anti-Drug  League,  including 
superstars/intellectuals  like  Kirk  Cameron, 
explained  repeatedly  that  man's  greatest  gift  is 
he  freedom  of  choice  and  that  he  must 
xercise  this  freedom  and  say  NO  to  drugs. 
Man  has  freedom  and  therefore  must  say  NO! 
"Users  are  Losers." "  Just  Say  No." 

What  if  a  free  man  wants  to  say  YES? 
What  would  Kirk  say  to  that?  "Freedom  is 
Slavery"? 

The  presentation  represented  no 
thought,  no  insight,  no  configuration  off  the 
issues,  only  an  upforth  of  emotional  images 
designed  to  persuade  those  unable  to  think  for 
themselves  no  to  do  drugs.  These  responsible 
for  this  attrocity  clearly  had  no  respect  for 
their  audience.  They  employed  a  crude  form  of 
reveres  peer-pressure:  "Don't  use  drugs  or  you 
won't  be  cool."  Three  propaganda-screens  all 
going  at  once,  displaying  beautiful  girls  and 
anti-drug  slogans,  pounding  doublethink  into 
Selwyn's  hallowed  halls:  "You  have  choice;  you 
don't  have  choice."  DISGUSTING! 
DISGRACEFUL!  If  the  cause  is  so  noble  why 
don't  its  supporters  have  any  sense  or 
ntegrity?  (The  film  was  sponsored  by  Pepsi 
and  Burger  King;  they  have  their  own  drugs 
to  peddle.) 

If  the  anti-drug  movement  does  indeed 
have  some  valid  points,  as  it  surely  must,  why 
won't  these  guttersnipes  challenge  peopl'e 
minds  instead  of  their  emotions?  The  end  does 
not  justify  the  means.  It  is  very  easy  to  work 
up  a  crown  into  a  heated,  irrational  frenzy 
( "kill  the  pig,  bas  her  in,  spill  her  blood"),  but  if 
mass  hysteria  is  a  necessary  means  to  a  drug- 
free  world,  then  we're  better  off  with  a  few 
drug  addicts.  Propaganda,  Indoctrination,  and 
collecting  hypnotism  are  no  more  acceptable 
now  for  the  Safety  Generation  than  they  were 
for  Nazi's  50  years  ago  or  would  be  for  BIG 
BROTHER  50  years  from  no.  We  may  need 
education  to  help  prevent  drug  use;  we  don't 
need  5  minute  Hate  of  drug  users.  If  an  idea  is 
worth  spreading,  it's  worth  spreading  properly. 
If  people  can't  realize  this  truth  now  while  we 
still  have  our  freedom,  maybe  Orwell  is  right. 


Panama 

On  Wednesday  December  19, 1989  the  largest 
U.S.  military  operation  since  Vietnam,  the 
American  invasion  of  Panama,  began.  Code- 
named  Operation  Just  Cause,  it  was  supposed 
to  accomplish  three  main  objectives:  DSwiftly 
rout  resistance;  2)Capture  the  Panamanian 
dictator  Manuel  Noriega;  3)Install  a 
democratic  government  headed  by  the 
politicians  who  had  apparently  won  elections 
in  May  before  the  elections  were  nullified  by 
General  Noriega. 

Operation  Just  Cause  was  a  disastrous 
failure.  The  Americans  had  completely 
underestimated  the  Panamanian  Defense 
Forces  and  it  took  far  longer  than  was  expected 
to  end  resistance.  In  the  process  23  American 
troops  were  killed,  220  innocent  Panamanians 
were  killed,  and  approximately  320  American 
troops  were  wounded. 

The  attempt  to  capture  General  Manuel 
Noriega  was  a  disaster.  United  States 
intelligence  knew  of  his  whereabouts  until  the 
Sunday  before  the  invasion  and  then  they  lost 
track  of  him.  All  this  from  a  country  that 
supposedly  has  the  best  intelligence  sources  in 
the  world.  American  troops  spent  days 
tracking  him  until  he  sought  refuge  in  the 
Papal  Nuncio  which  ironically  gave  refuge  to 
the  new  president  of  Panama  Carmillio 
Endara,  in  May,  after  the  elections  were 
nullified  and  Opposition  Leaders  were 
attacked  by  pro-Noriega  supporters.  The 
United  States  government  wanted  to  see  him 
brought  to  justice  on  drug-trafficking  charges 
in  the  United  States  where  he  is  under 
indictment. 

The  indictment  against  Manuel  Noriega  is 
merely  a  political  ploy.  The  American 
government  needed  something  to  show  the 
people  that  America  was  winning  the  war 
against  illegal  narcotics  and  since  they  were 
unsuccessful  in  stopping  the  flow  of  illegal 
narcotics  into  the  U.S.,  they  indicted  General 
Noriega.  The  evidence  that  the  United  States 
government  has  against  General  Noriega 
consists  of  the  words  of  convicted  drug  dealers 
who,  in  return  for  reduced  sentences,  have 
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agreed  to  help  the  U.S.  government  and 
documents  seized  in  an  invasion  that  the 
United  Nations  General  Assembly  called  "a 
flagrant  violation  of  international  law.  There 
are  so  many  holes  in  the  case  against  him  that 
he  probably  will  never  go  to  prison,  however,  it 
seems  highly  unlikely  that  he  can  get  a  fair 
trial  because  the  United  States  Government 
has  called  him  everything  from  a  'thug'  to  a 
narco-terrorist.'" 

American  army  troops  installed  a  new 
government,  but  it  was  sworn  in  at  a  United 
States  military  base.  Carmillio  Endara's  first 
message  as  the  new  president  was  not  even 
broadcast  on  Panamanian  radio.  It  was 
broadcast  on  a  Costa  Rican  radio  station  and 
beamed  into  Panama.  The  new  government  is 
faced  with  many  difficult  problems.  Neither 
the  United  Nations  nor  the  Organization  of 
American  States  will  recognize  the 
ambassadors  of  the  new  government. 
However,  that  will  be  the  least  of  the  problems. 
The  new  government  is  going  to  have  to 
rebuild  an  economy  which  is  destroyed. 
Panama  already  had  20%  unemployment  and 
with  the  destruction  that  the  invasion  caused, 
the  city  of  Colon  was  almost  destroyed,  that 
number  is  sure  to  rise  dramatically.  According 
to  Time  Magazine  the  invasion  caused  2 
billion  dollars  worth  of  economic  damage.  The 
Panamanian  economy  was  severely  damaged 
by  economic  sanctions  placed  on  it  by  the 
United  States  that  were  supposed  to  rid 
Panama  of  Manuel  Noriega  but  failed.  At  the 
very  least,  the  United  States  will  be  expected 
to  provide  a  large  amount  of  economic  aid  at  a 
time  when  it  can  no  longer  afford  to,  for  it  has 
become  the  world's  largest  debtor  nation. 

Now  the  United  States  must  look  back  and 
decide  whether  the  invasion  was  worth  the  23 
Americans  and  220  Panamanians  killed,  the 
approximately  320  American  soldiers 
wounded,  some  will  never  walk  again,  and  the 
destruction  of  Panama's  economy.  The  answer 
is  absolutely  not!  Perhaps  Panama  will  teach 
the  so  called  "Protector  of  Democracy"  to  mind 
their  own  business,  and  let  other  countries 
solve  their  own  problems.    --  Andrew  Taylor 

A  Triumph  For  Rat  Lovers  Around  the 


Worlds 

On  Saturday,  January  6,  1990, 
Vancouver's  Sniffy  the  rat  came  within  a  cat's 
whisker  of  death.  Although  Sniffy  had  been 
raised  in  a  pet  store  to  be  used  as  snake  food, 
venomous  fangs  were  the  least  of  poor  Sniffy' s 
concerns.  Sniffy  was  rescued  from  the 
imminent  jaws  of  a  reptile  by  the  infamous 
Montreal-born  artist,  Rick  Gibson.  Out  of  the 
frying  pan  into  the  fire.  Snakes,  at  least,  in 
most  cases  are  sane.  Gibson,  on  the  other 
hand,  has  been  arrested  for  selling  freeze-dried 
fetus  skulls  as  earrings,  and  has  in  the  past 
been  known  to  eat  human  testicles.  (Question: 
What  are  those  little  round  squishy  things  in 
Normand's  Chicken  a  la  King?) 

Although  he  planned  neither  to  eat 
Sniffy,  nor  to  freeze-dry  him  and  sell  him  as  an 
accessory,  Gibson's  motives  for  snatching 
Sniffy  from  the  pet  store  dinner  menu  were 
less  than  pleasing  to  the  SPCA.  The  idea  was 
not  to  save  the  doomed  Sniffy's  life,  but  to 
create  art:  by  squishing  Sniffy  bettween  two 
canvases  with  a  25-kilogram  concrete  block. 
Gibson  set  up  his  art-making  machine,  a( 
guillotine-like  apparatus  with  the  concrete 
block  suspended  ominously  above  an 
unsuspecting  Sniffy's  head,  and  placed  it 
outside  the  Vancouver  Public  Library.  The 
sign  on  the  machine  said,  "Free  Art  Lesson 
Soon,''  and  then,  "This  rat  is  going  to  die." 

The  letters  poured  in  from  all  over  the 
North  America  protesting  Gibson's  cruel  and 
inhumane  plans.  And  the  outrage  was 
certainly  warranted:  imagine  treating  a  rat 
inhumanely! 

As  the  clock  ticked  away,  and  as  Sniffy's 
appointment  with  two  canvases  and  a  concrete 
block  grew  painfully  close,  tensions  began  to 
rise.  Many  had  given  up  Sniffy's  life  for  lost, 
but  a  number  of  people  who  could  not  bear  to 
see  the  world  lose  yet  another  of  its  precious 
and  sacred  stock  of  rats  decided  they  would  do 
all  they  could  to  stop  the  barbarous  murder.  A 
group  of  more  than  300  protesters  consisting  of 
animal-rights  activists  from  as  far  away  as 
Toronto,  Boston,  and  Seattle  gathered  around  ^ 
the  sight  of  the  upcoming  execution. 
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Gibson's  van,  which  contained  the 

squish-a-rat-between-two-canvases-to-make- 
art  machine,  was  broken  into  not  more  than  an 
lour  before  the  event  was  to  take  place,  and 
Fthe  machine  was  stolen.  The  perpetrators  of 
the  crime  were  several  members  of  the  animal 
rights  group  Lifeforce.  But  unfortunately  for 
the  selfless  champions  of  the  animal  world, 
Sniffy  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

When  Gibson  appeared  on  the  scene, 
presumably  with  Sniffy  tucked  safely  away  in 
some  pocket  or  other,  the  angry  mob  of,  as 
some  would  say,  quiche-eating  animal  rights 
activists  went  wild.  Obviously  horrified  by  the 
prospect  of  what  Gibson  would  do  with  Sniffy 
now  that  his  art-maker  was  gone  (possible 
squash  him  between  the  pages  of  a  book  and 
call  it  literature),  the  crowd  decided  to  take 
matters  into  its  own  hands.  They  chased 
Gibson  for  two  blocks,  with  images  of  Sniffy 
chewing  away  at  a  rope  supporting  a  2500- 
kilogram  block  dangling  over  Gibson's  body  no 
doubt  dancing  in  their  heads. 

Finally,  Gibson  found  refuge  in  the 
lobby  of  the  Hotel  Vancouver,  where 
presumably  the  doormen  beat  off  the  throngs 
of  crazed  animal-lovers.  Later,  Gibson, 
deciding  that  rat-art  is  not  all  it  is  cracked  up 
to  be,  gave  Sniffy  back  to  the  pet  store.  Soon 
after  this,  Lifeforce  bought  Sniffy  from  the  pet 
store  and  he  is  now  living  under  the  protection 
of  this  group.  "He'll  be  housed  in  a  large  two- 
story  rat  house  and  live  out  his  life  in  a  natural 
manner."  Apparently  it  is  natural  for  rats  to 
live  in  their  own  two-story  houses. 

From  all  this  I  have  learned  several 
things.  1)  More  people  care  about  rats  than 
one  would  have  imagined.  2)  People  who 
bother  to  fly  long  distances  to  show  that  they 
care  more  about  rats  than  one  would  have 
imagined  deserve  to  be  made  into  art.  Gibson- 
style.  3)  Artists  who  can't  draw  squish  little 
furry  animals  instead. 


Hugh  McGuire 


Remembering  Marc  Lepine 

The  killing  of  14  women  at  the 
University  de  Montreal  continues  to  arouse 
debate  and  controversy,  most  of  which  concerns 
the  question  of  whether  the  women  were  the 
victims  of  a  random  act  of  terrific  violence,  or 
whether  they  were  extreme  victims  of  the 
harassment  and  violence  to  which  women- 
usually  to  a  lesser  degree-are  subject  every 
day.  Some  feminist  organizations  have 
undoubtedly  used  this  sad  event  as  a 
springboard  to  outrageous  condemnations  of 
all  men  as  agents  in  maintaining  a 
paternalistic  society.  At  some  vigils  across 
Canada,  men  were  excluded  from  mourning 
these  killings  because  they  were  men.  This 
reaction  makes  about  as  much  sense  as  the 
killings  themselves,  as  it  is  based  in  fear, 
resentment,  and  loathing,  emotions  similar  to 
those  Marc  Lepine  must  have  felt  toward 
"feminists." 

Sadly,  however,  there  remain  others  who 
deny  any  link  between  Lepine's  massacre  and 
(for  lack  of  a  better  term)  the  "women's 
movement."  In  the  week  after  the  event,  CBC 
reported  a  poll  result  suggesting  over  60%  of 
Canadians  interviewed  (where  do  they  get 
them?)  saw  this  as  an  isolated  incident  with  no 
"gender-related"  overtones!  What,  then,  are 
we  to  make  of  Lepine's  separating  the  men 
from  the  women  before  opening  fire?  Of  his 
crying  out  against  feminists  as  he  held  a  class 
at  gunpoint?  Of  his  suicide  letter  in  which  he 
blamed  women  for  his  problems,  among  them 
his  not  being  able  to  attend  the  Ecole 
Polytechnique  because  "women"  had  taken  his 
rightful  place?  Surely  any  thoughtful  person 
without  a  predisposition  against  women's 
rights  must  see  the  folly  of  insisting  that  this 
brutal  outrage  was  isolated.  Every  day  women 
meet  men  who,  while  not  condoning  Lepine's 
acts,  sympathize  with  his  motivations. 

I  won't  catalogue  the  rationalizations  we 
often  hear  (e.g.  "a  woman's  place,"  "barefoot 
and  pregnant,"  "taking  jobs  from  men").  These 
comments  belong  to  another  age,  and  yet  I 
hear  them  echoed  in  the  sentiments  of  my  own 
students  this  year.  One  of  my  senior  students 
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has  a  theory  that  women  belong  only  in  the 

home,  as  they  are  physiologically  suited  to 
child-bearing  and,  consequently,  have  no  place 
in  the  work  force  (He  intends  to  write  a 
revealing  treatise  on  this  topic).  Others, 
perhaps  tired  by  what  they  hear  of  women's 
issues  at  home,  react  against  the  tone  rather 
than  the  substance  of  their  parents' 
frustration.  Still  others  continue  to  see  girls 
and  women  as  objects  of  wonder  and  lust, 
rating  them  on  prettiness  of  feature,  size  of 
bosom,  contour  of  hips,  and  how  far  they  go. 
Just  as  any  Freudian  reading  of  a  text  is  a  red 
flag  for  the  immediate  scorn  of  those  boys  in 
the  know,  a  feminist  poem  or  story  line 
instantly  colours  some  students'  perception  of 
the  text  we  read. 

For  example,  Alice  Munro's  "Boys  and 
Girls''  is  a  subtle  story  in  which  a  girl 
questions  why  she  is  expected  to  adopt  a 
traditional  female  role  as  a  housekeeper:  fate, 
circumstance,  and  perhaps  even  her  own 
psychology  conspire  against  a  choice.  Very  few 
of  my  senior  class  (and  they  are  typical  in  my 
experience  in  this  regard)  saw  any  injustice  in 
her  fate  or  felt  pity  for  her.  A  poem  by  the 
American  writer  Marge  Piercy  excited  even 
more  scorn.  "Barbie  Doll"  describes  the 
"girlchild"  who,  as  a  teenager,  is  told  she's  fat, 
and  for  the  rest  of  her  life  tries  "good- 
naturedly"  to  become  pretty,  her  looks  the  only 
passport  to  happiness  and  acceptance.  Her 
failure  ends  with  death: 

In  the  casket  displayed  on  satin  she  lay 
with  the  undertaker's  cosmetics  painted  on, 

a  turned-up  putty  nose, 

dressed  in  a  pink  and  white  nightie. 

Doesn't  she  look  pretty?  everyone  said. 

Consummation  at  last. 

To  every  woman  a  happy  ending. 
The  savage  irony  of  this  final  stanza  may  not 
have  been  lost  upon  all  my  students,  but  most 
saw  nothing  tragic  or  wasteful  in  the  depiction 
of  a  woman,  who  perhaps  like  many  of  their 
own  mothers,  must  diet,  exercise,  and  paint 
her  face  to  serve  the  expectations  and  desires 
of  husband  and  a  society  that  has  taught  them 
their  place. 

What  can  our  school  do  to  sensitize 


theise  boys?  Foremost,  we  mim  integrate 
academic  programmes  with  girls'  schools,  as  a 
first  step  toward  making  this  a  coeducational 
school.  When  we  offer  boys  the  chance  to 
interact  with  girls  as  colleagues,  we'll  teach 
them  in  more  than  words  that  girls  are  as 
intelligent  and  capable  as  boys  are.  Moving 
forward  with  this  suggestion  would  follow  up 
on  the  moment  of  silent  reflection  we  observed 
during  exams,  when  we  gave  our  thoughts  to 
Lepine's  victims.  Our  anachronistic  tradition 
of  teaching  only  boys  reinforces  the  silly  notion 
that  real  work,  real  study,  is  done  better  in 
isolation  from  those  who  don't  belong.  By 
breaking  this  tradition,  we  might  upset  some 
crusty  old  boys  whose  vision  of  women  is 
coloured  by  memory  and  discrimination. 
Selwyn  House's  becoming  "co-ed"  would 
eliminate  our  school's  implication  that  women 
don't  belong,  an  attitude  that  Lepine  perverted 
in  his  own  way. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 


RESPONSE 

Just  a  Few  Words 

In  his  latest  Nexus  article,  Matthew 
Pelton  took  it  upon  himself  to  tout  the  cause  of 
former  televangelist  Jim  Bakker.  The  thesis 
foe  Matthew's  entire  debacle  lay  on  the 
grounds  that  Jim  (  and  his  arguable  better 
half,  Tammy  Faye),  merely  exploited  the  needs 
of  the  spiritually  downtrodden.  Since  this 
manipulation  in  itself  does  not  constitute  a 
crime,  he  argues  that  the  punishment  Bakker 
received  was  unfair.  It's  a  lovely  thought,  and 
I'm  sure  Jim's  defense  attorney  would  have 
milked  this  point  dry  had  it  been  relevant  to 
the  case  at  hand. 

Bakker  is  not  being  sued  by  his  followers  for 
the  extraction  of  millions  from  their  wallets. 
The  former  Head  of  the  PTL  ministries  was 
charged  with  no  less  than  24  counts  of  fraud  4 
and  conspiracy,  the  least  of  these  being 
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embezzlement  and  tax  evasion!  Needless  to 
say,  Uncle  Sam  takes  a  rather  dim  view  of 
those  who  consider  themselves  above  taxation. 
Matthew  implied  that  a  jail  term  impinges 
ron  Bakker's  "right  to  free  religious  belief,"  and 
that  of  his  followers.  Nowhere  in  the  North 
Carolina  Supreme  Court  Judge's  ruling  did  it 
state  that  Bakker  was  not  "a  messenger  from 
God."  That  was  not  the  issue  at  hand.  A  forty- 
five  year  sentence  was  handed  down  on  a 
licentious  criminal,  not  a  spiritual  leader. 

I'll  let  the  facts  speak  for  themselves:  an 
estimated  tens  of  millions  gleaned  from  his 
evangelical  theme-park  as  well  as  an  unknown 
amount  of  money  (reportedly  in  the  hundreds 
of  millions),  taken  directly  from  the  PTL 
coffers. 

Bakker  was  justly  convicted  for  his  greed  and 
not  for  the  lightness  he  gave  to  his  follower's 
billfolds.  I  personally  feel  that  anyone  gullible 
enough  to  find  Jim  and  Tammy  sincerely 
deserves  to  be  parted  with  their  money.  But,  if 
you  truly  wish  to  "Free  Jim",  donations  may  be 
sent  to  the  Jim  Bakker  defense  Fund  in  care  of 
Tammy-Faye  Bakker.  I  do  not  know  the 
laddress,  but  a  quick  call  to  a  Florida  operator 
will  remedy  the  situation.  Though  Jim  is 
rather  indisposed  at  present,  Tammy  carries 
on  valiantly  from  a  an  abandoned  bowling 
alley  in  Orlando.  Any  amount  is  graciously 
accepted... Remember,  the  future  of  religious 
fraud  hangs  in  the  balance. 


Brain... Use  it 


Steven  Schelling 


We  Didn't  Start  the  Fire 


A  SONG 


Mitchell,  Wearing,  Williams  too,  do  these 

guys  know  what  to  do? 
Water  rafting,  Football,  enticing  Stratford 

Festival 

Prefects,  Yearbooks,  Dirty  Teachers' 

Dirty  looks 
Chem  Labs, Grapes  of  Wrath, French 

Teachers  on  warpath 

Walkmans,  grey  socks  ,  Bogus 

Combination  locks 
Chinese  Macaroni's  strong,  a  thousand 

Flies  cannot  be  wrong. 

Team  jackets,  Grad  rings,  School 

Ties  and  other  things 
World  Issues,  NAL,  Latin  is  a 

Trip  to  Hell! 

We  didn't  start  the  fire 

It  was  always  burning  etc,  etc... 

Founder's  Day,  Fever  Dance,  Pat  Marsh, 

Beige  Pants 
School  Reports,  Nexus,  Freedom  of  the 

Free  Press 

Christmas  Assembly's  got  the 

School  down  on  its  knees. 
Holidays  are  here  at  last,  but  January's 

Closing  fast! 

Hockey  draft,  Ped.  day,  Harker's  got 

Another  play. 
Gryphons  are  a  winning  team,  L.C.C. 

Is  sitting  green 

Ski  day,  Talent  Show,  Carnival  a 

no  go. 
Valentines  to  E.C.S.,  no  one  knows 
so  take  a  guess    (chorus) 

Neil  Mathews 
Just  A  Note 
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got  much  media  coverage  from  more  than  just 

television,  however,  radio  and  newspapers 
wouldn't  let  go  of  the  story. 

Then  came  the  low  blow,  a  writer  in  Le 
Devoir  not  only  stated  that  the  English  media 
didn't  give  enough  attention  to  the  story,  but 
said  that  this  allegedly  happened  because  the 
university  in  question  was  a  French  one. 
Perhaps  the  writer  in  question  stated  so 
because  he  believes  that  his  paper  would  (and 
should)  give  less  attention  to  such  a  massacre 
at  an  English  university  than  they  did  to  the 
Montreal  Massacre.  I  CAN'T  SAY.  However,  I 
do  know  that  his  statement  was  a  low  blow 
aimed  at  the  Anglophones  of  this  province,  but 
striking  the  families  and  friends  of  the  victims. 
They  didn't  want  more  media  coverage,  they 
wanted  to  find  themselves  in  bed,  realizing 
that  the  entire  massacre  had  been  a  figment  of 
their  imaginations. 

Just  a  Preview 

NEAL  SAYS:  "Braces  Hurt!" 


NEAL  SAYS 

There  seems  to  be  noise  about  a  couple 
of  attention-seeking  Grade  Tens  who  aren't 
satisfied  with  the  quality  of  Nexus.  These 
whiners  want  to  start  their  own  paper  to  run 
against  Nexus.  I  thought  I  should  remind 
them  that  Nexus  is  a  school-paper  and  they 
and  all  students  in  the  senior  school  are  free  to 
write  in  it.  I  know  for  a  fact  that  one  of  these 
"rebels  without  a  clue"  hardly  ever  writes  for 
Nexus  and  never  suggests  any  changes  of 
format  or  content  to  the  editors.  The  other, 
unfortunately,  writes  quite  regularly,  but  only 
when  he  feels  like  complaining  about 
something  he  knows  very  little  about  or  when 
he  wants  to  seem  intellectual.  The  latter  is  the 
cause  of  many  complaints  about  Nexus  usually 
in  the  form:  "Why  do  you  let  loser  "X"  write  so 
much?"  If  they're  so  dissatisfied  with  Nexus, 
why  not  try  to  make  changes  (even  total  ones) 
to  something  that  exists?  Or  are  quality  and 
content  improvals  not  good  enough?  Are  the 
coveted  positions  of  Editors,  which  evaded 
them  (and  justfully  so)  at  Nexus  what  they  are 
really  after?  Nexus  is  a  name  and  a 
publication,  what  goes  in  it  is  up  to  you.  If  the 
quality  of  it  is  the  true  concern,  then  those 
concerns  can  be  met  easily  enough  between  its 
front  and  back  covers. 

Just  A  Low  Blow 

I  remember  sitting  in  front  of  the  tube, 
watching  Dennis  Trudeau  (testimony  to  the 
wonders  beauty  products  can  bestow  upon  a 
face)  as  he  broke  the  news  of  the  Montreal 
Massacre  to  the  Banerjee  Clan.  The  report 
went  on  forever,  but  it  didn't  seem  to  be 
enough,  many  of  us  could  have  sat  down 
inches  from  the  light  emitting  vacuum  tube  for 
hours,  trying  to  learn  more  about  the  atrocity 
that  had  just  taken  place.  For  days,  the 
coverage  was  extensive,  both  with  the 
aforementioned  Dennis,  and  Bill,  and  Mitsumi 
(the  latter  evidence  of  what  lessons  in  how  to 
smile  while  on  camera  can  do).    Montrealers 
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CREATIVE 
COMPOSITION 

I  Was  a  Flintstone  Vitamin  Junkie 

I  was  a  slight  child,  always  shorter  and 
lighter  than  the  accepted  average  of  a  boy  my 
age.  In  a  wave  of  paranoia,  my  mother 
purchased  a  slew  of  multivitamins  that  would 
miraculously  compensate  for  my  size.  I  was 
required  to  take  one  barrel-shaped  green  pill 
each  morning  for  a  year.  Since  these  pills 
tasted  like  ground  up  slug  meat,  I  pleaded  with 
my  mother  to  purchase  "Flintstone"  vitamins. 
It  appeared  that  I  too  was  a  victim  of  the 
advertising  scam  and  was  positive  that  these 
vitamins,  in  the  form  of  Barney  Rubble,  would 
taste  a  thousand  times  better  than  the  ones  I 
was  currently  prescribed. 
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Almost  as  soon  as  my  mother  waltted  m 

the  door  with  the  first  bottle  of  "Flintstone"  It  is  a  strange  thing.    Samuel  Beckett 

vitamins,  the  real  problems  started.    I  would  died  several  weeks  ago,  and  many  people  to 

begin  each  day  with  half  of  a  Wilma.    As  the  date  thought  that  he  had  already  died.    Those 

weeks  progressed,  however,  the  rigors  of  that  thought  this  were  confused,  and  those 

kindergarten  life  began  to  take  their  toll,  and  that  knew  otherwise  mourned  solemnly  though 

before  you  can  say  "Yabba-Dabba-Doo,"    I  was  not  enthusiastically,  because  Beckett  and 

up  to  two  Bam-Bam's  in  the  morning  and  a  enthusiasm  were  two  enemies  continuously  at 

Betty  at  lunchtime.    Soon  I  couldn't  sleep  odds, 

without  a  Dino  at  night.  When  one  approaches  Beckett's  work, 

I  was  changing  drastically.    I  began  one  must  condition  oneself  for  a  seance  in 

raiding  my  mother's  purse  just  to  get  money  which  boredom  is  the  prime  weapon.    Beckett 

for  a  quick  fix.    My  family  noticed  that  I  was  doesn't  come  to  you,  you  come  to  him,  through 

troubled,  but  was  afraid  to  approach  me.  the  troubled  monologues  of  his  absurdist 

Soon  the  petty  theft  led  to  bigger  crimes:  creations  Murphy,  Molloy,  Malone.    There  is 

I  resorted  to  selling  "crackasurus,"  a  type  of  nothing  more  religious  than  reading  Beckett, 

smokeable  Flintstone  derivative  to  kids  at  The  experience  is  not  exhilarating,  but 

school.      One  night,   after  a  binge   at  a  perplexing. 

"crackasaurus"  den,  I  came  swaggering  home  To  many,  the  former  recipient  of  the 

well  past  my  7:00  pm  curfew.    My  mother,  Nobel  Prize  for  Literature  had  long  had  his 

horrified  at  what  had  become  of  me,  questioned  name  tagged  to  the  brilliant  drama-comedy, 

my  tardiness.  I  stood  there,  wired  on  Pebbeles,  "Waiting  for  Godot,"  a  piece  which  assembled 

and  in  one  swift  motion  turned  and  struck  her,  human  beings  and  dark  puns  for  a  small 

right  in  the  thigh.    I  then  fell  to  the  floor,  communion,    realized    by    two    unknown 

weeping.    I  raised  my  head  and  looked  at  the  vagabonds.      It   is    a   gigantic   work,   in 

mirror  on  the  wall.    I  didn't  like  what  I  saw.  philosophical  proportions,  ending  with  an 

Could  this  have  happened  to  me?    I  was  action  which  suggests  the  precariousness  in 

another  statistic.  I  was  a  Flintstoner.  human  decision  making:    The  tramps  decide 

My  parents  enrolled  me  in  F.A. —  upon  standing  up  to  leave,  being  that  Godot 

Flintstoners  Anonymous.     After  several  has  not  come  yet,  but  enigmatically,  they  do 

meetings,  however,  there  was  little  progress  not  move  from  their  positions.  It  is  this  type  of 

and  lots  of  tears.    I  was  going  through  a  stage  Absurdist       behaviour       that       Beckett 

of  denial.    I  wasn't  really  addicted  to  the  demonstrated,  meshed  in  a  slow,  adagio-like 

prehistoric  goodies.    Denial  shifted  to  anger  style  which  shows  the  influence  of  Joyce, 

and  acceptance.    I  had  a  drug-dependancy  Kafka,  and  Proust. 

problem  at  the  age  of  six.    It  turned  out  that  Beckett  can  be  seen  as  a  scientist  in 

recognizing  my  problem  was  half  the  solution,  drama;  his  piece  Happy  Days'  has  an  elderly 

I  was  on    the  road  to  recovery.    Within  a  lady  speaking  of  her  life  while  slowly  sinking 

month,  I  was  a  new  man.  through  sand  on  a  beach.    Krapp's  Last  Tape' 

I  took  care  of  my  body,  began  jogging  has  an  equally  nostalgic  old  man  speaking  into 

and  eating  right.  Everything  seemed  brighter,  a  tape  player.    The  manifestation  of  age  is 

While  watching  "Electric  Company"  one  day,  I  apparent  in  his  work:   it  is  a  medium  to  show 

realized  that  I  had  been  from  harrowing  circle  the  degradation  of  society,  going  through  a 

of  hell   to   the   next,   and   had   returned  metamorphosis  of  though  brought  on  by 

unscathed.    I  was  one  of  the  lucky  ones!    I  no  physical  change. 

longer  had  a  dinosaur  on  my  shoulder.  Although    Beckett,    an    expatriate 

Paul  Starke  Irishman  living  in  Paris,  wrote  mostly  in 
French,  the  English  translations  are  equally  as 

The  Game  of  Samuel  Beckett  challenging,  since  he  himself  either  translated 
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his  work,  or  supervised  the  translation.  His 
manipulation  of  either  language  is 
astronomical:  The  words  become  small  cubes 
for  him  to  assemble,  or  to  dismember. 

Samuel  Beckett  gave  voice  to  the  third 
aspect  of  human  life:  the  interior  decay  of 
humanity.  He  ferreted  out  these  matters  with 
a  very  precise  and  enigmatic  style.  We  praise 
him  not  for  what  he  has  done,  but  what  he  has 
yet  to  do  in  the  coming  centuries,  and  that  is  to 
new  ideas,  new  thoughts. 

Jacques  Khalip 


Definition  of  the  Week 

dowdy:  1 :  not  neat  or  becoming  in  appearance: 
SHABBY  2a:  lacking  smartness  or  taste 
b:  OLD-FASHIONED 


PUZZLES 


Heard  in  the  Halls 

"Does  it  hurt?" 

— Copeland 
"No,  it  just  tickles  a  little  bit." 

— Rochford 


1 .  Using  the  number  3  exactly  four  times  with 
any  mathe  matical  operations,  find  a  way  of 
writing  (the  equivalent)  all  the  numbers  from 
1  to  ten        e.g.       1  =  2±2 

3+3 

2.  A  number  is  prime  if  it  has  no  factors  except 
Kand  therefore  itself) 

Attempts  have  been  made  over  the  years 
to  develop  formulas  which  "generate"  prime 
numbers.  The  formula,  P  =  n  +  n  +  17,  n    N 
is  one  such  formula. 
P  =  19(n  =  l)        P=  23(n  =  2)ect 
Will  this  formula  always  generate  prime 
numbers?(Can  you  discover  a  counter  example) 

3.  Write  the  next  two  terms  of  each  of  the 
following  sequences: 

a)  1/6, 1/3, 1/2... 

b)  81,  54  ,36,  24... 
c)V3,  Vl2,V27,  V48... 
d)  0",  T.T,  FTP,  STST.. 
e)31,28,  31,30,  31  ... 

f)  22, 11,  34, 17,  52,  26, 13,  40,  20, 10,  5  ,16 

Solutions  should  be  submitted  to  Mr.  Lumsden 
in  the  Mathematics  Dept.  office. 


"He's  a  sky-diving  quasi-facist  sado- 
masochistic bisexual!" 

— TJN  on  Noriega 

"Only  Jordy  Cohen  could  fail  English 
AFTER  the  BELL  CURVE!" 

— The  Ban  Man  on  a  certain  C  boy 

Best  Chanukah  Present:  Dan  Flanders 
informed  the  Hockey  Team  that  one  year  his 
only  present  was  a  screwdriver  from  his 
mother. 


CLASSIFIED 

ON  SALE 

-Elan  RS  White  ski  (170cm)  and 
Tyrolia  230  binding 
Price(Together) :  100$ 

-Salomon  GT3  Technica  boots 
Price  90$ 

Call  489-8564  or  see  Maurice  Gibbs  in  11 B 


' 
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Mitchisms 

Despite  a  disappointing  first  half  of  the  season,  Senior  Hockey  seems  to  be  coming 
together  at  last.  Teams  like  Loyola  and  St-Francois  Xavier,  who  had  beat  us  earlier,  are  now 
taking  us  more  seriously  after  recent  defeats  at  the  hands  ofan  inspired  Selwyn  (Selvun)  House 
hockey  machine.  We  are  even  giving  teams  like  the  redoubtable  Eudiste  squad  close  games. 
One  of  the  reasons  for  our  recent  success  is  the  good  natured  humour  provided  by  coaches  Tom 
Nicoll  and  Steve  Mitchell.  Tough  practices,  disappointing  losses,  and  the  occasional  bus 
breakdown  do  not  discourage  players  who  have  been  taught  how  to  have  fun  with  a  team  sport. 
Having  fun  involves  working  hard,  meeting  your  responibilities,  and  laughing  occasionaly.  Here 
are  a  few  examples  of  the  coach  lingo  some  time  used  by  Mr.  mithchell  which  always  bring  a 
smile  to  players  on  the  "pond": 

A.  THE  ICE:  The  Pond,  The  Stream,  The  Mirror 

B.  THE  NET:  The  Cage,  The  Pipes,  The  Mesh,  The  Steel 

C.  THE  PUCK:  The  Rubber,  The  Biscuit,  The  disc 

D.  THE  STICK:  The  Branch,  The  Lumber,  The  Spruce 

E.  THE  BOARDS:  The  Fence,  The  Ramp,  The  Wall 

F.  THE  SKATES:  The  Blades,  The  Cheese  Cutter,  The  Boots 

G.  THE  GLOVES:  The  Gauntlets,  The  mits 

H.  THE  HELMET:  The  Lid,  The  Hat,  The  Dome,  The  Cover 

I.  THE  GOALIE:  The  Stopper,  The  target 

J.  THE  SHOT:  The  blast,  smoke-it,  tee-it-up,  drill-it,  The  Cannon,  The  missile,  let-it-fly 

K.  THE  DRESSING  ROOM:  The  shack 


Expressions: 


-  bury-it! 

-  blade-to-blade 

-  push-it 

-  turn-it  up  a  notch 

-  Find  an  extra  step 

-  Force-it 

-  Pressure-on 

-  Head-up  eyes  focused 

-  hustle 

-  Around  the  button 

-  P.K.,  P.P.,     D  to  D 

-  No  rolling  over 

-  Go  to  the  pipes 


-Don't  loose  the  handle 

-  Get  off  the  ice! 

-  Man-on 

- 10  fresh  legs! 

-  Change-it-up 

-  Play  the  body 


Who  are  these  characters? 
-Dill 

-  Cars 

-  Simps 

-Tony  Baloney  (Salmon) 

-  Pig-Pen 

-  Stone-hands 
-Anth 

-  Sand-man 

-  Mac 

-  Scwarzie 

-  Laps 
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Cut  the  Mf:i-o  dranaa  y    ^ILL   ^a  ■  # 

Tt^ST   SF.P^E    THE  M^/rV     <?*HR*£     NORMALLY... 

.  ..     PCOPLe     /ARG     STARING  ! 


